JAMES FENIMORE-COOPER	35
crumb-cloth being promoted to a stage curtain. The audi-
ence consisted of the family, Mrs. Bailey, and a boy or
two, with the servants in the door-way. The pantry was
the green room. Great was my amazement at seeing my
Father and Dr. Bailey with white powdered heads! I sat
on a little chair next to my Grandfather, in a great state
of excitement. There was laughing, and clapping of
hands, and criticism, and a great deal of joking after-
wards.
We had not been long at Mamaroneck when a change
in the family plans took place. Instead of returning to
Cooperstown after a six months' visit, it was decided that
my Father should build a country-house on a farm that
was destined for my Mother by my Grandfather. This
farm was on a hill in Scarsdale, four miles from Mamaro-
neck. The question once decided, my Father went to work
with his usual eagerness, and in a few months the house
was built, and we took possession. The farm was called
Angevine, the name of the Huguenot tenants who had
preceded us. The view from the hill was fine, including a
long stretch of the Sound, and Long Island beyond. The
house consisted of a centre and two wings; one of these
was the common sitting room, the other was the "draw-
ing-room." Little did my dear Father foresee, when he
planned and built that room, that within its walls he
should write a book, and become an author! In general
his thoughts seem to have turned upon ships, and the sea,
and farming, and landscape gardening. I can remember
trotting around after him while he was planning a sweep,
and a ha-ha fence—a novelty in those days. He set out
many trees.
During the winter after we had taken possession there
was a grand house-warming party. As I look back the

